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before he reached the crag's edge, and had very tough walls
to deal with there, for they have not been repaired these
thousand years, and at perhaps the most windy point in
England some of them are standing still. King Arthur is
out of luck just now. The sceptical, prosaic historians
disbelieve in him, and the ethnologists despise him. What
indeed is the interest of a dubious antiquity of thirteen
hundred years, if we really can get to the people who dwelt
'near Bedford7 side by side in daily life with the long-
horned rhinoceros and the woolly-haired mammoth? So
between the literati who think him too far off to believe
in, and the literati who consider him too modern to take
an interest in, King Arthur is at his nadir. But how
singular was his zenith before! Whatever may be the
doubt as to the existence of his person, there is no doubt as
to the existence of his reputation, and it is the queerest
perhaps even in legend. If he was anything, he was a Celt
who resisted the Teutonic invaders, and yet years after,
when these very Teutons created their own chivalry, they
made into a fancied model of it this Celt, who never
dreamed of it, who could not have understood an iota of it,
who hated and perhaps slew the ancestors of those who
made it There are hundreds of kings whose reality is as
uncertain as Arthur's, and some, though not many, whose
fame has been as great as his; but there is no king or hero
perhaps whose reality, if it were proved, must be so incon-
sistent with his fame.
I did not intend to have gone into this matter, but the
'strong' legend of the place was too much for me. I meant
only to have said that it was in the ruined small ports and
coast granges and castles of Queen Elizabeth's time that